CHAPTER XII

GOOD-BYE TO MECCA

FIVE months had run out since I reached Mecca when
the Shereefah sent me definite news that next week
would bring our departure to Taif. Everybody had
gone, and she was almost the only person of consequence
who still lingered in the Sacred City. August month
now blazed across Hedjaz, so we were already half-way
through the summer.

My religious duties before the Kaaba having been
finished long ago, I felt that a change to a cool up country
town must be very pleasant. Sunburnt until I really
attained Arabian swarthiness I yearned for the feel of
a bracing wind. In the Matof's money chest lay suffi-
cient funds to allow me an additional stay of several
weeks. I was doing a little day-dreaming about my
plans after the trek to Taif and a possible visit to Medina
when Almas, the slave, ran in and yelled shrilly: "A
man has brought you a letter." In Mecca, where postal
deliveries have never existed, such an arrival produced
excitement, so I invited the official to come inside my
room. The Arab salaamed and put his hand into a tuck
along his gown within which stuck a piece of paper
projecting from an opened envelope. Evidently the
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